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I’d like to start this off by saying that what happened to
Kaolin was mostly her fault. I mean, she’s my best friend and I
love her, but if she’d only TOLD someone what she’d seen then maybe
it could have all been prevented. At least then we would’ve been
spared all the heartache. That does seem pretty cold of me though,
to blame it on Kaolin when she can’t defend herself, but it’s my
report, not hers, so that’s the way it’ll have to be.

If I had to pinpoint when it all went wrong, I’d have to say
that it was the weekend before it happened. It caused me to live
through the worst week of my life so far.

It was after the most unpleasant summer on record, what with
Dad making me work for Sunflower Wishes. There I uncovered that
some of their wealthier patients who had terminal diseases were
helped to shuffle off this mortal coil. Following getting shot for
the privilege of discovering exactly who was making that happen,
school seemed like a blessing in disguise.

Something I never thought I would hear myself say. I turned
sixteen on the 21st
October and school was going nicely. We had two
weeks of work experience in the November and I used that time to do
my usual job of helping the police under the guise of actually
learning something about the working world. It seemed pointless to
me when I’d spent my summer learning the same thing, and I’d just
like to remind you all that I didn’t get paid for that experience either. No,
my dad, who is a firm believer in learning the trade, or getting
the qualifications to learn the trade, had me working for free in a
charity where I would never have willingly put myself.

I was set for life. I wasn’t going to college or university,
and once I left school I would walk into a job with the local
police force as a “consultant”. Basically, it was all a ruse to
cover what I really did for them, which was solving the unsolvable.
How? Well, I used the gift my mother had been so kind to pass on to
me when she died. What gift? The gift to see the last moments of a
dead person’s life when I touched something that had, up until
recently, belonged to them.

It had given me a lot of trouble in the years since my mother
died when I was six. Since then, I’ve been the kind of person who
really doesn’t like to buy things used, just because I’m scared of
what may happen when I pick them up. While I’m having the visions,
my body jerks and it looks like I’m having a fit or seizure of some
kind. Trust me, I’m not. I’ve been poked and prodded by the best
neurologists in the country many, many times and they couldn’t find
anything wrong with me. So, for a while I lived under the
impression that I was just odd.

My dad was great though, he never thought I was faking it or
anything. Though, that could have had something to do with the fact
that he *knew* what was going on because he’d known about my
mother’s gift. In fact, she worked with the man who employed me
when it became apparent I had the same talent as she did. Inspector
Mike Clifford worked alongside my mother until she was murdered by
one of my dad’s crazed fans. Yeah, my dad is the famous Colin
Leverton. I’m sure you’ve heard of him, most people
have.

Anyway, Dad and I had a little disagreement about him keeping
secrets, but I finally forgave him when Cassie died. Since then
we’ve become stronger for our conflict, or at least I think we
have. Now that I think about it, it was actually Kaolin and her
messed-up family that led to me finding out about my gift and the
truth behind it. So I have her to thank for my cool career options.
Maybe I should retract that statement that she brought it all on
herself? Hmm…maybe.

I know you all know this by now, but I’m Tara Leverton,
sixteen (finally), in my last year at school (ever) and I’m tall
and skinny, with short, dark brown hair. I was lucky that just
before my sixteenth birthday my body seemed to realise that it was
going through puberty and I now have something that you could call
a chest. Nothing impressive, but an improvement on the flat chest
I’ve been sporting for fifteen years of my life. I sit my GCSEs
this year and then once they’re over I can say goodbye to
compulsory education and education in general. I mean, Dad wants me
to go to college and university and get a degree of some sort
because he honestly believes that I can’t work with the police
forever as it’s likely to be the death of me. He has a point, but I
just can’t make myself go through another five or so years of
teachers, homework and learning stuff that you never find a use for
in real life.

Besides, apart from being kidnapped and shot, most of the
cases I’ve worked have never presented any problem to my health,
and on both those occasions the people involved were not what you
would call sane, so I can’t really blame the job for that, can
I?

Anyway, like I said, if I was to pinpoint what started the
worst week of my life and quite possibly Kaolin’s as well, I’d have
to say it all began the weekend before when Kaolin and I were
working on our French homework. The Christmas holidays had come and
gone and I had fallen back into my old habit of leaving my homework
to the last second. Strangely enough, Kaolin had been pulled down
with me, which was odd because she was such a peek. That’s a
popular person and a geek at the same time. I really don’t know why
she’d left that particular piece until the last minute, but she was
cramming along with me, trying to work out the perfect tense so
that we didn’t fail the upcoming mocks in February.

I saw no point in the mocks. I mean, they didn’t *mean*
anything, just that we’d have to revise and cram as much
information into our brains to sit an exam that would supposedly
“predict” our GCSE grades, and it just seemed like a pointless
exercise,.

“Argh, why did I leave this to the last second?” Kaolin
complained.

“I don’t know, because you’ve seen how well it works for me?”
I replied, chewing on the end of my pen.

“But it doesn’t work well for you. You’ve had more detentions
and late homework slips than I can count and then you ended up with
Clarissa Jennings as your tutor. I would die if that happened to
me,” she moaned. “My mum thinks I’m here helping you study, she
would ground me for the rest of the school year if she thought it
was because I hadn’t actually done the homework myself!”

“I find the best way to deal with parents in that situation is
to not tell them. That way, they can’t get mad and punish you or
make you have a tutor,” I told her, wrinkling my nose at the
reminder of my tutoring days with Clarissa. She happens to be one
of my classmates that idolises my dad which makes no sense when
he’s old enough to be her father. She’s also a minion of Jody
Eveson, my sworn mortal enemy. I got in trouble in the summer for
breaking her nose once or twice. Dad was threatening to send me to
a counsellor to deal with my “issues”, and so I’ve had to avoid her
and curb my temper because the last thing I want is to hear about
my violence issues, and all that crap.

“Have you worked out an answer for number five?” I asked
Kaolin, hoping to change the subject.

“Yeah, you’re still on number five? We’ve been at this for two
hours, how can you still only be there?” she replied.

“I suck at le perfect
tense,” I told her, using my very bad
French accent.

“Tara, this is due in two days and it’s supposed to reflect
what will be on the mocks. Don’t you want to do well in your
exams?”

“My actual exams? Yes, but the mocks are not exams that
matter. I’ve told you this before, there’s no need for you to get
so stressed out about it.”

“They determine what level papers we sit in our
GCSEs.”

“Aim low, then you won’t be disappointed.”

“But don’t you need good grades to go into full-time work at
the police station?”

“They don’t want me for my brain, they want me for my visions
and I’ll keep having those no matter how badly I do in the
exams.”

“You exasperate me sometimes, Tara, you really do!”

“I apologise for nothing.”

Kaolin laughed at that, which lightened the whole mood in the
room. She picked up her French text book and slammed it shut.
“Enough work for today, we can always work on it tomorrow. If need
be, I’ll ‘help’ you with the questions you don’t get
to.”

“And that, is why you’re my best friend,” I told her, smiling.
I closed my own text book and put my work in my bag ready to be
attacked tomorrow after a good night’s sleep and perhaps some extra
tuition from my best peek friend. See, this is why I love
her!
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I was about to suggest that we made the most of the rare nice
day in January and do something outside, when my mobile bleeped,
signalling that I had a text. I picked it up and read the message,
and then I turned to look at Kaolin.

“It’s the bat signal,” I told her. “Mike has a case he wants
me to take a look at, wanna come?”

“Sure, it gets me out of learning about the perfect tense,”
she replied.

“Kaolin, if I didn’t know better, I’d say I was a bad
influence on you. I mean, you not doing homework is like me
actually doing it the day it was set. What’s up with you?” I asked,
genuinely concerned because this really wasn’t like the Kaolin I
knew.

“I don’t know, I’m kinda in a funk. I can’t seem to
concentrate and I keep putting things off for as long as possible.
If my mother finds out I am so dead.”

“But what caused the funk?”

“I guess I just look at you, working for the police. You’ve
already got your perfect career and I’m destined to sit through
five more years at college and university to get a degree so that I
might end up in a job I vaguely like. You already lead an exciting
life, whereas in comparison mine is a little boring.” She sighed
and started to gather up her stuff. “You reckon Mike could give me
a lift home after you’re done?”

“I thought you were staying here tonight?”

“Am I? Oh, I kinda forgot. You reckon we’ll be able to get a
lift home or will we have to take the bus?”

“Dad’ll take us and pick us up when we’re done,” I told her.
She dumped her school bag and books back on the floor of my bedroom
and followed me downstairs to where Dad was working on a
compilation album to raise money for a local charity. I forget
which one, but I know it wasn’t Sunflower Wishes. Although Dad had
raised money for them in the past, he hadn’t quite forgiven them
for getting his fifteen-year-old daughter shot.

“Hey, Dad, how’s it going?” I asked.

“It’ll get there. Weren’t you supposed to be working on your
French?”

“Got the bat signal. Mike wants me ASAP.”

“Okay, I’ll be done here in a few minutes and then I’ll drive
you both over there. Do you want me to stay or can I go and grab a
few things while you’re working?”

“We’ll be fine without you.” Dad’s been over-protective since
the summer, though he does kinda blame me for it, saying that I’d
find a murder mystery even if I worked for the local library which
is so untrue, but there you go. It’s a burden I have to bear if I
want to be allowed out of his sight for more than a few seconds,
and if I ever want to leave the house alone again.

“Okay, like I said, give me a few minutes and I’ll be with
you.” And with that, Dad bent back over his work and started
humming the opening bars to one of his songs.

It actually took him five minutes before he stopped what he
was doing and drove us over to the police station. I would have
caught the bus, but it’s on the other side of town and I’d have had
to take about four buses to get there. Well two, but you know what
I mean.

Once we’d arrived, Kaolin and I got out of the car and waved
Dad off as he headed to the supermarket to get whatever we needed,
which couldn’t be much. He usually did the big shop on Friday. This
was only Saturday, but knowing Dad he’d have forgotten
something.

Kaolin followed me into the police station where I reported
to the reception desk that I had an appointment with Inspector Mike
Clifford. Geez, the amount of time I spend with that man, I
wouldn’t be surprised if the receptionist thought I was some kind
of informant or a juvenile delinquent. Sometimes I was lucky and it
was PC Dyson, whom I’d met when Cassie died. I think she had some
idea what went on during my “meetings” with Mike, but I can’t be
sure. Anyway, that day it wasn’t her on duty, just some man who
raised his eyebrows at me and looked at both me and Kaolin
suspiciously as we waited for Mike to appear.

He didn’t keep us waiting long and once he arrived he turned
and motioned for us to follow him up the stairs to his office.
“Hope I didn’t interrupt something important,” Mike said, as he
gestured for Kaolin and me to take a seat opposite him as he sat
down behind his desk. I hadn’t seen Holly at her desk, so maybe I
was in luck.

“No, just some revision for the mocks next month,” I told him,
before Kaolin could tell him that we’d actually been doing
homework. Although by the time the message came through we’d both
given up on that.

“Ah, well, I won’t keep you long, so you can get back to it.”
Oh joy!

“So what do you have for me, Mike?” I asked, steering the
conversation away from the subject of exams.

“It should be a pretty open and shut case if you can just give
us an idea of who we should be looking at. We have several
suspects, and nothing to give us any idea of which one of them is
telling the truth.”

“Okay, that’s what I’m here for.”

Mike pulled open a drawer in his desk and handed me a pair of
latex gloves to put on, doing the same himself. I had to wear them
to stop my fingerprints turning up on something they shouldn’t. He
then stood up and went over the filing cabinet where he had hidden
the piece of evidence that would give me my vision and him
answers.

It was a sweaty t-shirt which under normal circumstances I
wouldn’t have touched if you paid me a million pounds, but this was
the job I wanted to do so I guess that sometimes sacrifices have to
be made. I snapped on the gloves, picked up the t-shirt, and took a
deep breath.

It was pitch black, cold and I could feel goose bumps appear
on my arms and legs where my trousers didn’t quite meet my socks. I
looked around and saw who I assumed to be the victim, as he was
wearing the yellow, sweaty t-shirt that I was holding. He was in
the middle of a circle surrounded by a group of people who I
assumed were the suspects Mike had talked about. I had to listen
hard to what they were saying so that I had some idea about what
was going on.

“You’ve had your chance, Kevin,” one of the men
said.

“Just give me another day and I’ll have the money for you, I
swear,” Kevin pleaded.

“Perhaps I wasn’t making myself clear. When I said you’ve had
your chance, I meant *all* your chances. You either produce the ten
grand or you pay in another way.”

“I don’t have the ten grand. Please, just give me 24 more
hours, I’ll get it for you.”

“Too late.”

The man nodded after he said that, and then turned out of the
circle. The other people closed in around Kevin and started laying
into him. Kicks, punches and several pleas from Kevin later, one of
the men pulled a knife and stabbed him, right in his heart. He
slipped away quickly, but it was anything but painless.

I woke up, as usual on Mike’s floor with both him and Kaolin
hovering over me. “Well?” Mike asked. I’d been working with him for
long enough that he knew the fit I had while having a vision did me
no damage and that unless I said something, I was fine to just
continue as if it had never happened.

“I don’t know that name of the guy who stabbed him, because
that’s what actually killed him and he did it after the whole
group, bar the leader, had practically beaten him to death,” I told
him, sitting up and catching my breath. It felt as if I’d run a
marathon.

“I’ll get mug shots of every suspect plus a few so as not to
bias you,” Mike replied.

“Just get me mug shots of the suspects.”

“If I did that, Tara, it could be suggested in court that I
coerced you into saying it was whoever you picked.”

“Like you bring up the fact that you ask for my help in court
anyway!”

“I know, but it’s procedure and I don’t want anything to help
that SOB get away with it.”

“Fine, get the photos and I’ll look through them. Don’t
suppose you can magic up a cup of tea with those mug shots?” I
asked, looking at him with a pleading face. Visions make me thirsty
and hungry, don’t ask me why, but they do take a lot out of
me.

“I’ll ask Holly to make you one. You want one too, Kaolin?” he
replied, smiling.

“Isn’t she at home for the weekend?” I asked, before Kaolin
could say anything.

“No, she’s been assigned to work in the archives over the
weekends, but I’m sure she could do with a break.
Kaolin?”

“No thanks,” Kaolin said and I rolled my eyes at her behind
Mike’s back. She waited until he’d left before turning to me. “What
was that for?”

“You know how much Holly hates me, she’ll probably spit in the
tea and I won’t be safe because she’ll know it’s only me having it.
Otherwise, she wouldn’t have known which one to make taste
disgusting,” I complained.

“She doesn’t do that!”

“Whatever. Remind me to buy a Thermos next time I get paid and
bring my own tea to these little meetings I have with
Mike.”

“Duly noted,” Kaolin said, miming writing a note to
herself.

We didn’t have to wait long for Mike to come back. He was
carrying a cup of tea and under his arm was a folder with the mug
shots in. He handed me the tea cup and I put it to one side, having
remembered my conversation with Kaolin. Up until Mike spoke, I had
no intention of drinking the tea, dehydration be damned.

“Drink up, Holly was on a break so I had to make it myself,”
Mike said, pointing to the tea that I had placed on the edge of his
desk since it was too hot to hold onto. “Here’s a collection of mug
shots. I just need you to point out the guys who beat him up, the
so-called ‘leader’ of the group and the guy who gave the fatal stab
wound.” He spread the pictures out on his desk and I had to lean
forward to be able to see them all.

I skimmed over the first three before I came to the guy who’d
been talking to Kevin and had nodded his agreement that set off the
attack. He was called Carlos Mendez, forty years old and links to
known loan sharks. I told Mike I recognised him as the leader of
the gang and then managed to identify the other six members that’d
helped in beating Kevin Burrows to a bloody pulp. It took a little
longer to identify the guy who had delivered the fatal stab to the
heart, but I got him eventually. He was Gary Lomac, thirty-seven,
just a year older than the guy he killed.

“That’s him,” I told Mike, holding up Gary’s mug
shot.

“That’s great,” Mike replied. He picked up the mug shots and
slid them back into the folder. I took a final gulp of the tea Mike
had made me, and looked at Kaolin who seemed to be in a world of
her own.

“Is that all you need from me? Or do you need something else?”
I asked Mike, hoping he’d find another job for me. Anything to
avoid going back to studying, which is what Dad would make me do
when I got home and no amount of telling him I was done for the day
would save me.

“No, that’s everything. Thanks for your help,
Tara.”

“Anytime.”
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When we pulled up outside our house, Dad turned to glance at
me. Kaolin was in the back seat, still spaced out, but she probably
wasn’t looking forward to having to go back to the perfect tense
anymore than I was.

“So, another case finished. You gonna hit the books?” Dad
asked.

“Wasn’t planning to, Kaolin and I have been studying all
morning and it is five now.”

“Yeah, but three of those hours you spent at the police
station.”

“Not for fun though, Dad. I *was* working.”

“Tara, don’t make me order you to study. You know I will and I
prefer not to. I prefer for you to prepare for your mocks on your
own and when they’re over, then you can chill until it’s time to
prepare for your GCSEs.” See what I mean? Dad is BIG on education,
and I’ve yet to figure out why.

“Fine, I’ll do another hour and if my brain explodes from
being over-worked, it’s your fault.” I climbed out of the car,
waited for Kaolin to follow me and headed to the front door. Dad
was still locking the car so I unlocked the front door. I kicked my
shoes off, and went back up to my bedroom knowing Kaolin was behind
me. I was not in the mood to spend any time with Dad right now; he
was annoying me with how seriously he took the mocks, when they
really didn’t mean anything.

Kaolin sank down next to me on the floor once we reached my
bedroom, pulling her bag along with her so that she could get her
French textbook out, and we could quiz each other on the homework
that neither one of us had done. I really didn’t want to do any of
it, but I kinda had no choice. Maybe if I made a fake revision
timetable I could stick it in the kitchen and that would trick Dad
into thinking the hours I spent locked in my bedroom were hours I
spent pouring over the work I had to know for the oh-so-important
mocks. Instead I could just sit and play on the Internet or
something equally as fun. That might work. I was pulled from my
daydream when Kaolin said, “Hey, Tara, you actually listening to me
or what?”

“What? Sorry, I was thinking of ways into tricking my dad into
thinking I was revising so he’d get off my back,” I told
her.

“Y’know, you could actually just revise, that would keep him
off your back and then you’d score well in the mocks and he might
actually stop bugging you until the GCSEs.”

“Why raise the bar on his expectations with the mocks? If I
revise and everything, and by some miracle get away with all
predicted A-grades he’s going to expect me to score the same in the
actual exams and then he’ll try to convince me to go to college and
onto uni. Why build up his hopes when I have no intention of doing
any of that?”

“You’re really just going to flake out of your exams and work
with Mike for the rest of your life?” she asked, with a look of
bewilderment and disbelief on her face.

“What’s wrong with that plan?” I asked, honestly shocked that
she, too, was conspiring against me and trying to force me into
more education.

“Well, Mike’s gonna retire in about 20 years, so what are you
gonna do then?”

“Ah, good point, but I’m sure he’ll pass me on to whoever
takes his place.”

“What if they don’t believe you even have a gift?”

“Easy, I’ll just show them or something.”

“How?”

“I’ll do what I do now, name the murderer or criminal or
whatever.”

“I get that, but how will you prove that you ‘saw’ it? How do
you know they won’t just think you lay on the floor, shook around a
bit and then just plucked a name out of thin air?”

“Because I’ll tell them where to find corroborating evidence,”
I said, feeling smug. She thought that I hadn’t thought this
through but I had.

“Sounds like you’ve got it all planned out. Unlike you, I have
to do well in the mocks, the proper exams, and go through college
and university. My mother would shoot me if I didn’t. I’ll need a
degree to get whatever job I decide I want to do from then until
the day I retire. So could you be a little helpful and at least
pretend to revise with me?”

“Sure, I’m feeling generous tonight,” I replied, leaning over
and grabbing my bag to get my own French textbook. I did plan to do
my homework the next day because it was due on Monday. The last
thing I needed was another detention for not turning my homework in
on time. That would really key Dad in on the fact that I wasn’t
actually doing half of the schoolwork that I said I was
doing.

At eight, Dad called us down for tea and rewarded us for all
our hard work by telling us that since we’d been at it all day,
he’d do the washing up and we could chill for a few hours before
bed.

“How’s it going up there anyway?” he asked, after he served
both Kaolin and me a full plate of fish, chips and
beans.

“We managed to get most of the perfect tense revised,” I
replied, lying through my teeth. Well, it was a half lie
considering that Kaolin had done most of the revising and I’d done
most of the testing so some of it must have sunk into my brain even
if I did never intend to use it again.

“That’s great!” Dad said, sounding really proud of me. You’d
think that would make me feel guilty but it didn’t. Dad had been
pushing me towards college and university since before Mum died and
that was when I was six and barely starting school. In his eyes you
couldn’t be defined by people unless you had a degree and a decent
job, but I had the decent job. I didn’t need the degree and saw no
point in wasting years getting one when I could work for a living.
Although, what Kaolin and me had talked about up in the bedroom
before we started work bothered me. What would I do with myself if
I couldn’t work for the police once Mike retired? I knew that he
wouldn’t leave me hanging, but very few people knew that I worked
for them in the first place so it wasn’t like I could just switch
departments. I’d have to talk to him about it when I saw him
next.

Thankfully, the conversation turned to better things after
the initial enquiry about the revision was over. We talked about
Dad’s compilation album and how it felt for him to be going back to
work since he’d technically retired from the job when Mum had died.
He hadn’t wanted me to grow up without my parents and now that one
of them was dead, he wasn’t about to hire a nanny for me. So much
to the disappointment of all his fans, he retired from the music
biz and stayed at home to bring me up.

Kaolin had grown up listening to old albums of Dad’s since
her dad was a fan, but she didn’t act like some of my former
friends and fellow classmates around him. To her, he was just my
dad, not the great Colin Leveton. Dad was doing the album now for
charity really and had reassured me that even though I was pretty
much all grown up now, he wasn’t planning to restart his career and
would still be home when school finished.

Dinner ended at about eight-thirty. Dad mentioned something
about dessert, but when he went to find it he realised that he’d
forgotten to grab it at the store when he’d gone shopping, so that
idea was soon abandoned.

Instead, Kaolin and I retired to my bedroom to change into
our pyjamas and have a girly night in my room, which was not
something I do that often. I made an exception for Kaolin since
something really seemed to be bothering her. So, I spent the
evening doing Kaolin’s nails while we talked about everything and
nothing. It was late when the subject of the previous case I’d
worked came up.

“You remember the summer?” Kaolin asked.

“Sure, it’s only January and I was shot last summer, not
something you forget easily.” I still have the scar to prove
it.

“What was it like?”

“What was what like?”

“Having those visions about all those people they killed and
having to work to find out who it was when everyone, including me,
was telling you that you were seeing something that wasn’t
there?”

I thought for a moment before replying. “Frustrating, but I
knew that once I found some concrete proof you’d all come round.
Still, I wish that bitch hadn’t shot me.” The conversation ended
there and before long we were both tucked up under the covers, and
off to sleep.
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When I woke up on Sunday, I didn’t really think of much
except finding my way to the kitchen and getting myself some tea,
fast. I’m not a morning person. I prefer to spend my mornings
asleep, or at least out of bed and highly caffeinated. I was lucky
that at least one of my requests was filled before I even got up.
Kaolin must have woken up earlier than me because she made two cups
of tea and came back up to my bedroom just as I was blearily
opening my eyes. I crawled my way to my bathroom, did my morning
business and then sat at my desk where Kaolin had so kindly placed
my cup of tea. It was still hot enough to be decent, but not too
hot for me to down it all in a few gulps. That certainly brought me
out of my normal, morning slumber.

“So, what’s the plan for today?” I asked, holding my tea cup
with both hands to spread the warmth into my fingers, which always
seem strangely cold after I’ve just woken up.

“You told your dad we were going to revise today,” she
replied, sipping her own cup while looking like the picture of
morning goodness. I swear she must have brushed her hair before she
made tea. She seemed to have unnaturally good looking bed hair, and
it didn’t seem fair.

“I don’t remember saying that,” I said, thinking back to the
night before and whether or not I had made any false promises about
revising for the upcoming mocks twice in one weekend.

“You did, over dinner. Well, just after it actually, when your
dad was looking for some dessert and he asked what your plans were
for the rest of the weekend,” she told me looking mightily pleased
with herself.

“Ugh, I cannot face another day with my head in a
textbook.”

“You also told me yesterday that we’d finish the French
homework today, just before Mike sent out the ‘bat signal’ as you
like to call it,” she reminded me. Now that? I did remember saying
that, even though I regretted it now, but I knew that I kinda had
no choice if I was going to avoid alerting my dad to just how
unacademic I was these days.

“There’s no way I can get out of this, is there?”

“Nope. Not unless you want Mrs. Peters to give you a detention
and then your dad will bring back Clarissa to tutor you through the
mocks and most likely the whole of your GCSEs as well.”

I narrowed my eyes at her. I love her to bits, but God, I
hate it when she’s right and it involves some kind of
school-work.

We decided that we’d have some breakfast before hitting the
books, since it’s never a good idea to do homework on an empty
stomach. There was no way I was depriving myself of a good ol’
English breakfast cooked for me by my dad as he did every weekend.
Even more so when we had guests he felt he needed to impress. Not
that I know why he feels the need to impress Kaolin. She’s been my
friend for just over a year now and it looks like she’s planning on
sticking around.

Dad was, as usual, up at the crack of dawn despite it being a
Sunday. By the time Kaolin and I emerged from my room and headed
downstairs, he’d already started cooking up the breakfast that
would see me through the dark hours of studying, and quite possibly
all the way through until lunch time. Considering it was ten, that
was quite a feat. “Good morning, girls,” Dad said, when we entered
the kitchen. “I trust you both slept well?”

“Yeah, and I woke up to tea on my desk, you know you could
learn from Kaolin, Dad. Especially when you need to get me up and
out of bed before midday on a weekend,” I said.

“I told Kaolin it was a good idea to make you both tea. She
was just going to stay down here with me and leave you to sleep,”
Dad replied. I looked over at Kaolin, who had a guilty look on her
face.

“Thanks for that, Dad. Your plan worked. I’m up, I’m awake and
I’m almost ready to start on revision. I just need a good breakfast
and I’ll be set for the day.”

“Coming right up, honey. How about you, Kaolin, sleep
well?”

“I slept fine, Mr. Leverton,” Kaolin replied, ever the polite
girl when it came to talking to adults.

“Good. I assume you want the same as Tara when it comes to my
Sunday morning extravaganza?”

“Please.”

“So, what are you two working on today?” Dad asked, steering
the conversation round, once more, to the talk of academia. A
subject I hated with almost the same passion as the actual work
that he was expecting from me. Why couldn’t my dad just accept that
he didn’t have a daughter like Kaolin, someone who excelled at
school and actually enjoyed the work she did? I mean, I still did
something to make him proud, it just didn’t come with grades
attached. Hmm…that’s a thought, maybe I should have Mike grade my
work on the cases and then I’ll finally get the A-grades my dad has
always wanted me to get.

The look I gave Kaolin must have clued her in to the fact
that I wasn’t about to have that conversation with my father on
only one cup of tea, because she was the one that spoke up and
broke the silence that had fallen.

“We’re still working on the perfect tense in French, there are
some irregular verbs that we have to memorize and everything
because they don’t follow the same pattern as the normal verbs, so
we’ll probably spend the day doing that. What about you, Mr.
Leverton? What do you have planned for the day?” Kaolin asked him,
steering the conversation away from the talk of exams, something
for which I loved her even more. Kaolin got me more than anyone
else I know ever had, except maybe my mother. However she wasn’t
around long enough to prove that to me. Most people got me back
then, it’s not hard to understand what a young kid
wants.

I like to think that if she’d lived we’d be close enough to
tell each other all our secrets. Of course, if she *had* lived then
I wouldn’t have been blessed with her gift, because it was her
death that “activated” it in me, same as her grandmother’s death
did for her. Still, I seem to take after her in more ways than
that. The only memories I really have of her are the ones I see
when I use my gift to see her death, and that isn’t pleasant, or
healthy probably.

I’d zoned out whilst thinking about Mum so I missed what Dad
had said he was doing for the day, but he was looking at me like
he’d asked me something so I gave myself a mental shake and asked
him to repeat himself.

“I was just telling Kaolin that I have a meeting with Jon
about the album and when we should start booking recording time.
That means I’m going to be out pretty much from when we finish
breakfast to dinner time. Is that okay with you?” he said, giving
me a weird look. He was probably worried that I was working too
hard, what with balancing my supposed revision with a pretty
demanding job where I went when Mike called and did what he needed
me to do. The rest of my life just kinda fitted around
that.

“Yeah, that’s fine. If Mike calls, I’ll get the bus or
something and if you’re not home in time to pick me up, I’ll get
him to give us a lift home.”

“What time do you need to be home, Kaolin?” Dad asked, turning
to dish out the bacon, sausages, eggs and hash browns he’d cooked
for our breakfast. There was also toast with an assortment of
toppings laid out on the table for us to grab when we wanted
it.

“About five,” Kaolin replied.

“I could try and get home for then, if your mum won’t mind you
being a little late,” Dad offered.

“No, I’ll walk home if need be. Mum doesn’t like it when I’m
late. I have been here all weekend so it’s likely she’ll want to
spend some time with me before I go back to school tomorrow,”
Kaolin replied.

“You sure? It’ll be dark by then.”

“I’ll be fine.”

“I can always go with her,” I said, not really paying that
much attention to the conversation.

“Well, only if you’re careful. I don’t like the idea of either
of you out late in the dark,” Dad replied, giving me a concerned
look. I just rolled my eyes, he couldn’t keep me locked up
forever.

As it turned out, I did walk some of the way with Kaolin.
We’d managed to get most of the work done that we needed to hand in
the following day and I was confident I could do the rest when I
got home. I said I’d walk half the way from the bus station where
Kaolin and I would go our separate ways. We caught the bus into
town and from there Kaolin could either wait around for the next
bus to her estate or walk the forty-five minutes. Since she could
walk and still be home in time for five, and waiting for the bus
would make her about thirty minutes late, she chose to
walk.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, right?” I said, walking backwards so I
could say my goodbye to Kaolin.

“Yeah,” she said.

She gave a wave and then headed back round in the direction
she needed to go to head home. I turned away from her and walked
back in the direction of home.


​ -5-

I woke up at my usual time on a school day, too early in my
opinion. If I’d been feeling brave, I would have gotten up and
asked Dad to give me a lift to school and then I could have had
another half hour in bed. I knew though that he’d probably say no
just to make me get up and dressed right then. And afterwards, he’d
change his mind. He’s a morning person and doesn’t understand that
some of us don’t like to get up just as it’s getting light. It
feels too much like the middle of the night to me. Not that the
summer makes any difference to the time I pull myself out of bed. I
don’t like getting up for school then either. At least I had less
than a year and it would all be over. Except then I’d have to get
up for work so it’ll be the same thing all over again anyway. Ugh,
I can’t escape mornings, no matter how much I want to.

I headed downstairs before getting dressed because I was
desperate for a cup of tea and needed to feel the rush of caffeine
through my veins. Dad was already up and about and dressed which
just goes to show that even though he has the chance of a lie-in,
he doesn’t take it. Proving my theory that some of my craziness
comes from him because what sane person would *want* to get out of
bed before midday if they didn’t have to?

Since school had only just restarted after the Christmas
holidays, I was still getting back into the routine of getting up,
getting ready, having breakfast and being out of the house in time
to catch the bus to school, apart from those days when Dad is kind
enough to give me a lift. Sadly though, those days are few and far
between. He usually waits until the weather is horrible and even if
by some miracle I oversleep (I have four alarms to prevent this) he
generally still makes me go and catch the late bus and end up at
school late. I’ve been lucky this year though. Before Christmas we
had a week of snow, sleet, rain and your basic horrible weather,
and Dad was still feeling guilty about sending me to Sunflower
Wishes for the summer so he gave me a lift every day. I still had
to get up when it was dark outside, but at least I didn’t have to
face the world in the snow. That would have really pissed me
off.

“Good morning, Tara. Sleep well?” Dad asked as I stood by the
counter and made myself the first cup of tea of the day, which
would be closely followed by cup number two if I drank quickly and
had enough time before I had to leave for the bus.

“Ergh,” I replied. I communicate in a form or grunts in the
morning before I’ve had the blessed caffeine.

Dad smiled at me, and reached up to the top cupboard to get
down my cereal. I used to only have toast or something for
breakfast before heading out to school and would then have
something more for lunch. After I got home from the hospital after
being shot by Lilly in the summer, Dad got on a health food kick.
He decided that since breakfast is the most important meal of the
day, it was his job to make sure I had something substantial. I
tried telling him that eating only toast gave me the chance to
drink more tea and therefore prepare myself fully for the horror
that is school, but he was having none of it. So after a long
stand-off where he made me cereal and I made up excuses to avoid
eating it, he took me shopping and told me we weren’t leaving the
cereal aisle until I chose something I would like to eat for my
breakfast.

Since then Dad’s made sure I eat at least one bowl before I’m
allowed another cup of tea, even if it makes me late for the bus. I
swear I have to find his parenting books and burn them before they
give anymore bad ideas that he sees as “tips” for being a good
parent.

I poured the hot water from the freshly boiled kettle in my
cup, where a tea bag was soaking in milk. It may not be the “right”
way to make tea, but I like it this way and it means that usually
the tea is cooler quicker, which always means time for another cup
and that’s something I like.

“What are your plans for the day?” I asked Dad, having taken a
nice sip of steaming hot tea. It wasn’t really cool enough to gulp
down like I usually do, but time was of the essence and if I wanted
that second cup then I had to risk the third degree burns to my
mouth and throat.

“Nothing much, I’m going to work on some songs and see if I
can talk Jon into booking some recording studio time,” Dad replied,
signalling that I should pour myself some cereal or I wasn’t going
to get that much needed second cup.

I did as he asked and poured cereal with one hand, whilst
holding my hot tea with the other. I poured a generous amount of
milk over them, grabbed a spoon, sat down and started to
eat.

“What lessons do you have today?” Dad asked, buttering his
toast. A little hypocritical methinks for him to just have toast
when I have to have a balanced meal.

“Erm, I know I have French first thing, then I think it’s
Maths, Science, History and Design Technology. I’m just remembering
this off the top of my head, I could be wrong. I’ll check when I go
and pack my school bag.”

“Have you done all your homework?”

“Yeah, I did it with Kaolin over the weekend.”

“You’re sure you’ve done it all?” Dad asked, giving me one of
his glares that told me if I lied and ended up with detention he
would not hesitate in getting me a tutor like he had last year.
That was an experience I hoped not to repeat.

“I’m sure! I only have French due anyway, every other lesson
is pretty much the same, revise for the mocks and you know I did
that over the weekend.”

“Just checking. You’ve started this year on a good note. I
wouldn’t want to back off and you fall by the wayside.”

Honestly, you’d think I’d made it a habit to not do my
homework or something. Well, OK, that actually is the case. Well,
it was last year. This year, back in September when school started
up, Dad told me in no uncertain terms that if I even got one
detention for no homework, Clarissa Jennings was coming back as my
tutor. It didn’t matter how much I caught up and changed my ways,
she was staying until I left school. Now, I may not be a peek like
Kaolin, but I hate Clarissa almost as much as I hate Jody. The fact
that she tells Jody everything that I say doesn’t help matters. So,
I was doing my best to avoid that happening, which meant I did my
homework like a good little student.

“Did Kaolin get home okay last night?” Dad asked, putting the
kettle on to boil so that I could have my second cup of tea since
I’d pretty much devoured my breakfast and had nearly finished my
first cup, burns and all.

“I assume so, I walked her part of the way home. Well, we
caught the bus into town and then I went one way, and she went the
other on her way home.”

“Didn’t you call her when you got back last night to
check?”

“You know I didn’t. I had dinner with you and then went to bed
because it was a school night.”

“Well, I hope she made it back okay, I don’t like the idea of
her walking home in the dark through the streets at that time of
night.”

“It was like four-thirty! It’s not like it was midnight when
all the pubs have shut and only the nutters and the drunks are on
the streets!”

“Still, it’s not safe these days, especially considering that
she has to walk through that council estate.” I swear my dad is a
bit of a snob. He doesn’t believe that everyone on council estates
are drug addicts who’ll mug you for your pocket money, but at the
same time he doesn’t like the idea of me (or Kaolin, it seems)
walking through the estate without him or another man with us. He
forgets that when Kaolin and I were kidnapped it was me that got us
out of it, not some man coming to the rescue.

I didn’t say anything to him though, because I’d also been
worried about how Kaolin was going to get home once I’d gotten home
myself, and she hadn’t texted me to let me know she was home and
safe . Of course it wasn’t like I’d tell my dad that because he
*would* call me a snob. Dad is something of a hypocrite.

I got to the bus stop just as my bus was pulling up, cutting
it a bit fine, but at least I’d made it on time and that was the
main thing. It was trying to rain, though it wasn’t trying very
hard and I’d got damp walking through it. Another reason why Dad
should have been kind enough to give me a lift to school; the main
one being that I’d only managed to drink half of my second cup of
tea before I’d had to leave otherwise I would have missed my
bus.

I got used to riding buses everywhere while I was working at
Sunflower Wishes and had to take the bus to work every day because
Dad said it would teach me about independence and some other crap
that I’m sure is important, but I stopped paying
attention.

I decided to take along my MP3 player and listen to it on the
way to school so that I wouldn’t have to engage myself in
conversation with everyone else on the bus. Not that half of them
would talk to me anyway because I was wearing a school uniform.
Even though I was catching the bus from a good part of town, people
still thought that if they spoke to me I was suddenly going to rob
them blind or something.
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